94                       Honore de Balzac.
speak of, a very quiet room where no trate, for t have truly much work to only my twelve hours, from midnigl those I must have.
I cannot tell you how these delays oi me; I am ill of them. All the da^ occupied by an old man of sixty-five, a the first families of Franche-Comte, ft for whom I was entreated by the lady in a situation. My heart is still wrung a" I took him to Emile de G-irardin, whc at a hundred francs a month. A ma who lives on bread only, he and his far luxuriously, my G-od! I did what I c these good actions; G-od thinks of tl sionate the miseries of others. Just nc me a, good deal. But it is true that yc worship you, and that enables me to b dine with Simile and his wife, and lose ; what a sacrifice! Ten years hence tc dred thousand francs would be less.
Adieu for to-day. I have rested my on your heart, oh, my dear joy, my gen thought, my flower of heaven! Adieu,
From Thursday until to-day I have vou, but to write has "hfip.n